LITTLE   GIRL   FROM   NOWHERE

I asked several of them, 'Where is the woman with the baby?5
and they all looked vacant and said they knew of none. I had
already asked my woman companion from Czechville, she who
had given me this harrowing story on the telephone, where was
the woman with the baby and noticed that she gave evasive
answers. I now asked her again, direct, 'Where is the woman who,
as you told me last night, gave birth to a baby here in no-man's-
land?' 'Oh, she's not here/ she said, 'she must be at some other
place on the frontier. But just look at these people. Isn't it terrible?
What will become of them?'

'Look here/ I said, 'where is that woman with the baby?5

'Well, there's another group some miles from here/ she said,
'perhaps she's there.'

'Then lead me to her/ said I.

Another long drive, in the deepening dusk. At last we found the
second group, of about twelve people They, too, had been
dumped down in no-man's-land. Their furniture was still there,
stacked beneath tarpaulins in a little wood. But they were living
in relative comfort. A Czech railwayman had a cottage at this
spot and he, one of the greatest heroes of peace-in-our-time, of
whom I had been told nothing, had taken them all into his house.
They were there, packed close together in two rooms, but safe
from wind and weather, warm, well-fed.

'Where is the woman with the baby?' I asked.

'The woman with the baby?' they said, 'We've no baby here.
Perhaps you mean this woman, she's going to have a baby some
time.'

I looked at the woman they indicated. The room was dark, I
could not see her well. She did not look to be anywhere near her
time.

'Why do you do this sort of thing?' I asked the woman from
Gzechville. 'The plight of these people is bad enough, you don't
need to exaggerate it. You know perfectly well that the Germans
are always accusing you of spreading Greuelmeldungen, atrocity
stories. Why do you play into their hands? And what is more
important, why do you use me, a hard-working newspaper man
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